. THE MORNING TIMES, SUNDAY, OCTOBER 13, 1595.

15

ALittleHumor Now and’Then,etc.

LOOKING FORWARD.

“Wake up, Mre. Henne-Peoguel wake up!
There are robibérs In the house!” whilsponed
Mr. Henne-l'ecgue 0 an agitated manuer,
shaking his Lewter balf, ns he spokie,

“El? What? What's the motier noew?™”
wiis the drowsy reply. -

“Wake up! There are robbers in the
bouse, and we shaild all be murdered if yop
don't do sometiingt'

*Nonscnose, my love, It sthe cots on the
fence.  Robbiers don't come at this time of
night! we've only just gote Lo bed.  Don't
be searsd at nothingt"™

“Just gone o bed, Indeed! You've been
snoring Pke a wriplammer for (he lase foor
or five bours—"

“Do Le Jogleal, my dear.
don’t snore.™

=And the clock struck 2 ever solong ago
Hark!™

By there 1 somebody stirting
downsiairs"" Mrs. Heune-Peogue excladmed,
now wide nwake

Hastliy ibrusting ber feet into her slip-
prrrs amd donning her bloomers, she was
alout to hurey from ‘the room when her
Irightened busthand tearfully cried:

“Dati’t ave s room!  Lock the doort
They'l kill yout*

“Juse like & man! Fimt you rotse mo to
go and hunt burglors, then™—but e rest
of M, Henne-Peogue's remarks were lost
in the distance.

Alr. Hente Pecyne took the baby from its
crit nud thon soraobled ek imo bed and
puliod e shect up ovér his liead nmd (e
baby's,

Presemliy e was o little repssured by
heariog his wife und the cook talking quito
cheerially os they cole up the stairs.

“Iid you g ihem, dear? Did they run
away? 1Hd they tuke anything? Mr. Henne-
Peoipae cilled ont.

“1 suppose, my love, that It 4s the priv-
llege of the weaker sex to be scared-to
death at their own shadows, but really be-
fore you ropse out of my (st sleep
ngain, 1 wish yoo'd rememober that you
gave Patrick leave to go to a party,”

0, how stupkd 1 am! Of conrse, 1 did,
but T forgot it. Secns to me le's awfally
lntel™ v

“IE s Just 12 by my watoh, which never
varks Nve seconds. You imogined yon
beitrd @ clock strike 2, poor, timid litde
wan.'

*Now Mrs. Henge Pecque, T didn't imngine
it 1 leaird the parlor clock, apd I re-
miwer pow that It is half an hour rast
trikes two Hours abead of time. But

T to think.
lis thiinges!

Triphammers

Jove,

Lepexd -

allr
COMIMUN e
tlended ol

y my

Whyin
doR't you have

dear, it's a fine French
7 sfs S0 much to bave sech
g repiired. . T am trying Lo be econom-
leod you mee, my dotr**

viry foglishh economy, Mr, Henne
I'd rather pay for s repair Twice
s Week than be roatsd out of my slovp in
Do have it attended to at
Gooe, and while it is under treatment you

el 0t

this manmer

musl have a decent Umeplece, then per-
1 dinner will be more prompt. Hemind
e ol 1t Gt br fast and Ull send up o
i 4 ol el toe-morrow.™

’ mind abiut that, dear! T can Bo
1 wateh fofes Low dityn"™

Vound up once a week or
you happwa Lo think
aked up the babiy with
ler! It Is enough

Yrx o L very basy day before
e to-morrow, aod 1 simply muoest have a
Fod mighUs resl. If your fretful ehild

PHETRIRLS i slayin
titmes, you m
Iuto another room
it Lweidl,
LEREL ¢ ¥]

awnke a8 he docs sothe-
ust take the crvatare

You mumst not e kept
ent ionger, Come, pelsy-
11 take bis own Lttle dar
%, and papa‘ll sing her sclue

‘Bli, sh, 'sh, don'y ky and
0 mnma awake any longer,™
" Mr. Henne Pecque in bs lnce-
trimmed robe de muit wenl oul of Lthe room
with the baby pressed close 1o bis manly
Lison.

“*Conlfonnded nulsances, erying Waliles
are, anyway,” mormured Mrs. Heone
Pecgue, settling hersell 1o sleop. “Its
Hicky forthem that fathersaresopatient: I'm
sure I shouldn®t be."—New Yor EHeenrder.
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The Long-Distancee Telephone.,
“Flells, Coenpralt'
“What niimuber, plense®”
“Connect me with the City of Mexico!
I wish to speak to Presidont Diaz. ™
“Hells! Who wants the President
2 o
the Mexican Hepublic?™ E

“I8 that President Diaz?™

Yo

“This Is Presldent Cleveland,”

AN Good morning. Mr. Cleveland,

Glad o see you at long mange. Anytling I
cun do for you™

M. I « I want to ask how many
r\nl'nuﬁ you have been acting as ruler of
Mexioo™

“Welli Thegan in 1884, and kave been at
it #YrT R 0

""T‘f'n- ¥ou are in your fourth term now?'™

Yot

“Great Beott! When vou have time, Mr.
President, I wish you would write saind tell
me how you worked it, That is all. Good-
byl

“homd-by!” —Pittsburg
graph.

Chronicle-Tele

e T e
The Right Thingnt Last.,
Ex-Gov, Roberis, of Texan, Is a fueer
chardh Re 1iy he was callvd upon to
'_!I.am-u.- { to the fomates of the
State penitentlary.  The Goveroor con-
'Ir, fand ofer reviewing his gudisaes
for o few

LHent e

“Hut no,” ke hesliated, “yon are oot
gontiemen of von uld et be hepe,™

He paused for another motment.

“Fellow ol hen L

He stopped ngaln
“No; you are pat eitlzens. either.®

Tht Governor grew Lupatient for want of
somed hine to say.

UWell™ he hegan ngain, Yt docsn™ mat-
ler what you are. I'm d—a glad to xee go
many of you here."—New York Journal,

=l
Dicision.

“Could T only read the Matare.*

8he nervounsiy plaved with the feagile
fan. while the color alternately deepened
rod faded upon lier chock.

“The fotnre. o

For an Instaat her eyes met the eyea of
the man who was waiting for her to speak.

"1 have decided,' she sai, and it seem-

ed that a grent peace had taken possession
of her soul. “Muake It chocolate, with lots
of cream.*

Then shie langhed lightly as one who
had never known a care.—Detroit Tribune,
—_———— -—

Decisive,

They had boen discassing -the proniuneln-
tion of “cleomargarine” snd finally deter-
mined to lesve it to the wailer, but bhe
hedgad.

“Bure," eald he, “'T Nave to pronounce It
‘butter’ or loge my job. " —Tit-Rite
- —

Saved hy Superstiion.
Taflor—Why don't you pay this b
Customer—How mutch s your hillt?
Taflor—Thirteen dollars.
Customer—Great Cocsar, man. that's un-

hicky. 1 can't pay it.—Detroit Fres Prosa.
-

The Graternl Editor,

“It may be weakness,” said the dying
editor, “but 1 can't help but feel gratetul
to this town."

“Whnt for?™

“For life coough to leave iL"—Atlants
Oonstitution.

-
Reason Enoungh.

Hoax—I"d ask yon home to dinner with
me, old chap, but for voe reason.

Joax—What's that?

Hoax—My wife Is taking a course of in-
structions at a cooking school.—Phila-
delphla Becord. .

QUEER SHAMPOO.

Joe, the Whiskbroom Boy, Got His In-
structions Bather Mixed.

In one of the Lotel barber sbups o small
Italinn boy nimed Joe officiotes with the
whisk broom. The other day, says the Bof-
fnlo Express, the hotel hopsekeepor sent
down to the proprietor of the shop aod asked
hiim to fix her op o bottle of shampoo. He
fixed 1t and told Joe to take it up to the
housckeoper.

“You tell her,” sald the barber, *“to take
half 0 teacop of the shampeo and put i o
two teacups of water and apply”

Joe taok the shampoo and went op to the
housegecper with it In a short time he
came hack, and the barber asked: “Give it
to her all righe?™

“Yes," sald Joe.

“*With the directions?™

“Yes," sald Joe, again.

Half an hour later the barber noticed the
housckecper out o the hall, lookéog curious
Iy into the shop. He walked ot to where
she was.

“Hello," she snld.
drunk, or crazy:"

“What do you mean?" asked thé barber
with much digoity.

“You mwust be one or the other, Judging

“Whichi is 187 Areyou

A GROUT OF LITTLE CHAPS.

The politician who wrote an open letter
wishes now that be bad kept It closed. —
Texas Biftings.

Cows are now milked by machinery.
Milk Is adulierated by band, as usonl.—
Texas Slltings.

“1 went shooting yesterday." “‘What,
las the game low expired? “Oh, yes;
nothing else did, though."—Clicage Heo-
ord,

The Et. Louis girl wrote: “Don't phale
to he thar Her Kansas Clty bean oo
plied: *‘I will be thor, there's oo such
word as phale.—Inter-Ocenn,

Laora—Goeorge, look ot that dog! Wil
ne bite? George—Bike? If he's o dog of
any judgment, Laarm, he'll try to eat you!
Get out, you brate!—Chicago Tribune.

Mrs. Sweet—Do youa find it economleal to
do your own cooking? Mrs. Burnem—Oh,
yes: my husband doesn’t cal ball as much
us when we had 4 cook.—Yonkers States
man.

“Nover," hegan the pbilosophical drum-
mer, ‘‘never MArry o womian with a
square, protruding chin' *1 unever do.”
sald the drommer from Chicago.—Indinn-
apalis Journal.

“Papa, I know what I'm golng to hoy
for vour oDext birthday.' “Well, what?™
“A pice painted shaving mog* “Bot T

A HEVOLUTION INDEED

”

<

1—I'velled that dog to thechalirand don’tbelieve hecan ruo awayagnin.

2—Whal Is this? A revolution in Cuba?

8—GreatHeavens! Twonderif Spaln will be overthrown?

-1 Ssm
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POEER ANDJURISPRUDENCE.

Chief Justice Bemtty Says It Is Not a
Gamblink Game.

Chiet Justice Beaify, of the California
sUpreme court, i that In the eyes
of the law poker I8 not a ghame that
comes under the cad of gambling.

This decision, says the Los Angeles Her-
ald, I8 the result of an application for &
writof habeas corpus mode by Julins Meyer,
who was held to answer on o clarge of
perjury. Meyer was a juror in the Paulsell
vase o San Franelseo, and when examined
an a tnlesman swore that he knew notliing
with regand to gambling games. Paulsell
was on trial ln the superlor court on
charge of robbing the proprietors of a
faro bank. Meyer was asked by the counscl
for the defendant:

“Do you know o man named Carroll or

Ross or Webber;, the men who were proprie-

tors of the gambling house at G20 Market

gtreet?”

To which he answered:

“No, #ir; 1 bave nothing to do with such

places.™

The charge 8 that the ntter part of this

apswer is false; that the prisoner did have

something to do with “such places.™

After the trinl It was discoversd that

Meyer was o constant visitor at certain

poker eatablishments, nnd was einployed to

help_along the game by taking a band in

T"ROF. WEED BECOMES ENTUUSI-
ASTIC,

Prof. Weed (tha botnnist)—Ladies, you
should not be cootéent with & superfical
kuowlodize of this greatl science, You
shiould go below the sarlbee, B0 Lo ok
Warer plants are very lnteresting.

3—Chorus from the ladies—A beautifol
{lastration, profissor.

Prof. Weed—Wall a moment, ladies; I'm
nol Lhrough yei.

ﬁfuzn,;

4—Now, as T sfifd. this i an interesting
plant. When I was down there 1 cut the
atem off at the roats with my jnck-knife.
' |

. (OLLY JINGLE.

Mr. Easy Rider—Me only regret ia dal
de bizzy freight agent wot give me de
job recapig’ dis easy chair dido't pay e
fer 1t in advaoce.—Judge.

Hoax—Why do you call your hunting dog
Indian?

Joax—Because he's always on the scent.
~Philadelplia Record.

He, detighted willh o new play—Iso't it
grand? .
Bhe—Perfoctiy lovely! TL mmst bave
been made by Worth, —New York Weekty.
“Hallo, Jasmup, where are you living
wow?

“With iy wife, of course.

“And where Is your wile living?”
“Oh—er—why—with her fother."'—Cin-
cinnatl Enquirer.
Ricbard—Wondes if
at this place?
Willkinu—Don’t knor
by golmz I, I suppose.

Richard—Thanks, T don't care If T do.—
Bonton Traooscripl.

Bpecuintor—1s there oy money o in-
veutions?

Muvufacturer—XNol as runch as there ased
to be. The invenlors are geiLiyg so Smare
now that they actually demand a sbare
of the profits.—Brookiyn Eagle.
Artlst—THhere, sir, I8 my latest pleture,
Ingenions Frieogd—Well, you haven's

¢ can gel a drink

We can find out

CURRENT FUN.

“What lock did you have fishing?'
asked the man who had po vacation.

“Tough,” groaned the lazy man, “The
fish bit wo fost that I had po chance to
enjoy miysell at all"—lodianspolis Joor-
pal,

01 Mercator (to Ditle Bily Ducks, just
left sclionl, who applies for situation as
wfice boy apd produces testimunial from
clergymnan)—We don't want you on Bun-
days, my good lttle boy. Have you a
reference from any one who kpows ¥Hu on
weekda yaT —8lduey  Bulletio.

“Do. you think she loves him?**

“Desperately.”

“Why desperately?

“Pecagse e is ber last clance.”—Lon-
don Tit-Bits.

When winds do blow, predicting snow,
A nd all 18 sere and brown;
The festive tramp breaks suinmmer cnmp
And ramtles back o towan,
—FPhiladelphin Record.

Vian Joy—Miss Meeks callin me a fool
Do 1 look Hke a fool?

Millicent—No, you do not. T don't think
she fudged you by yoor looks—Drookiyn
Eagle, .

An' yez ks an ep

2—Take

- UFS AND DOWNS OF LIFE.

1—You're & pug-nosed villlan,

Daotanouted spy.

that!

' yez kin take thag!

S3—AN's well that ends well

from the message you gent up. with that
shumpoo,™
Whot message did I send?"
“Joe told me you sald to tell me to make
a cup of tea and put it in the bottle and He
aboat ™

L]
Jenny Kissed Him.
Jenoy kissed mew hion we met—

Notu ns once we ogeulated—
Leaving doubt and vain regret,
Jenoy's Ups were micdicated!

Bo the romance Tades away—
Love has lost lis dearest blisses;
Buined is the roses of May
With these chilly drug store kissesl
—Atlania Constitution

—_— —

A Daogerous Practice.

A —Is dyeing the hitlr as dangerous as the
doctors would make it appesar?

B.—Certalnly; you moy take my word
for it, Only last spring an oncle of niine
dyed his bair and io three weeks e was
married to A widow with four children—
Fliegende Blaetter.

. -—

Delicnte Hinot,
He—Yosterday T asked a dalsy whether
you loved me, Miss Ella.
She—Wns the answer iavorable?
fie—No.
She—Well, why doa't you nsk me?=Flie-
gende Blactter. '

have a fipe one wow.” “Oh, TI've Just
broken that.''—Flicgende Blaciter,
Did yon ever hear (he ocean moaning,
Ever moaning, sad and low?
*Tis berause that fat old bother
Stepped upon 18 undertow.
. —University Herald,
Customer—Can’t you walt apon me?
I'sye been bere for oearly an hoor. Two
pounds of lver, please. Butcher—Sorry,
but there’s three or four abead.of you.
Borely, rou don't want your lves out of
order.—Hoston Herald. %
Wiggles—I near Blenks has been viTY
I I8 be oot of danger yel? Woggles—
Well, he's convalescent; but he won't be

has been trking care of him bas gooe
away.—Somerville Journal,

“What do you think of this previous ex-
Istence theory?' 1 kpow It s o be sup-
ported by facts. For instance, 1 know a
woman only twenty-seven yveara old who
thoughtlessly tells about things that hap-
pened thirty-five years ago."—Indianapolis
Jourpal.

L B = A
Very Exact.

Teacher—Polly/ dear, suppose T were to
ghoot at a tree with five bhirds on 4t aod
killed three; bow many would be left?

Polly, aged 6—Three, plense.

Teacher—No; two wonld be left, —

Polly—No, there wouldn't. The three

shot would be left and the other two would
be flied away.—Fhiladeiphia American.

out of danger ynuil that prefiy nurse who

Bl e
order to revive imercst. On this infurma-
tion the district agtorfiey mide vot 6 com-
ylﬂlm in which Welidrged him with per-
ury. 4 ;

Judge Murphy,'before whom the case
was tried, foumnd e cx-juror guilty, but
later Chlef Justice Beatty remdered his
decision. 1n his opfiaion he suid:

“Power playing for money, howeyer ob-
Jectionable (o fact, Is a the exesof the law
as lonocent as chess ér any game played
for recreation, amd its volaries and  the
places where It is played are pot eriminal.
There I8 oo consistency. therefure, be-
tween the declaration of petitioner that be
had Golthipg 0 do wilh such places as a
faro bank and the fact that he did fre-
quent clabrooms where poker was played
fuor money. And since there i neithor evi-
dence nor accesition of any other false
statement made by himb it follows that he
canpot be held for periory and must be dis-
charged lrom costody."”

Moch comment has been ennsed by this
action on the part of the lustice, and some
of it is of an adverse Dature.

M e ———
Mutunl.

Nelghbor—1 ealled to say that you must
keep your dog from barking; be won't jet
our baby sleep.

Houscholger—1"m glad you called. I
wanted Lo gay thag It yur don't kKeep your
baby from crying 1 shall have to enier o
vomplaint. He annovs my dog awfully.—

AN ARTISTIC ANIMAL,

Artist (aketching i—What a grand oppaor-
tunity for a-fine study of a4 cow standing
in the water.

THE RETORT

Cow—Yes. Lot me help you.

COrCRTEOTS.

“Go to the devill™
“Bat you just snid you neve

T wanled o sce me agaion

econnmuized paiot on it, tave you? What
do you cail ie?

Artist—That, sir, 8 60 nulumo sunset.

Ingenigus Friend—Don't say!  Well, T
don't blamee the sun &t all for seiling,—
Richmond Dispatol,

—
The Logical Conclusion.

He was leaning dejectedly against s lamp-
post, contemplating immensities, when 1 ac
cidentally brushed agulnst hin. -

“Look oul!" he excliaimed
dare disturb me.™

“Why net?" | asked, turning a8 1 recog-
nized hig volce.

“'Caitse 1'me the shenter of the enfcorn—

“Don’t you

no, | mean un-versh," be explained,
thilcikly.

“How did you find it oat?™” I asked, ad-
miring his egot s,

“Go "way, foulish man, before you pre—
presshipitate chaos,” he expostulited.

“First tell me-hiow son know yan're the
eater of the aniverse,” [ insistsl

“Ain't eversthing revoleing around me?”
%En t:amnded. indignantiy.—New York

. Good Resison.
"Look here, Rehlompenhagen, yon mist
help ue ot our smoking conceri. You play
the Mue, don't you™

FALL FANCIES.

M. Cawker—What is the proper style
i address wo an admirad?
Alr. Cawker—Your wamship.—Judge.

Miss Prion (guoting —Wise men make
proverts aml fools repeat them,

Miss Snwrt (musingly —Yes; I wonder
wissl wisge man made the one Tou fust re-
Peated? —Trutl .

Lawyer—Have you formed any opinion
on_ Lhis case”

Jurymnn—No, sir.

“Do you think, after the evidence on
both shdes i all In. you would be able o
form auy opinion?™

“No, sir." :

“You'll do"—Xew York Weekly.

Jack—Hall a dozen of my zirl cougins
are growling up. and I gm considering the
guestion as to whether I should stop Kissing
them. What do you think?

“There's culy one rale, my dear follow.
When they ars old eoough for you 1o enjoy
L. thon its tine ) stop."—Life.

— e —
An Important Point,

The Dencon's Wile—I hope ¥ou bave boen

l.‘nml':tl about the new minkster's qualifica-

The Deacon—TYes, we made him define

“Not ven dm“;uh anypotty apout.”

sxactly what he means by “a few words."—
Srooklyn Life.

IT WAS A PEACEFUL TOWN.

But It Was Well to Keep Ont of the
RBewch of Flayful Shovers,

Asx I eat on the verar 4 of the village

tavern and Jooked abogt me I thought it

one of the most peacefal towps I ever saw

omnd sild 08 much to the justice of the

prace who occuplind a chair beside pie.

“Yes, purty peaceful, but—" be repbied

ox his right hand weotl glowly back to

his pistol pocket.

“Hut what?" 1 asked.

“But yo' don’t went (o milx In when It

comes off, Yo'rrbest way will beto ge

through that door and up staims, amd don't

come down ps lopg s you besr aoy

shootin® "

“But I don't understand, judge. s Lhene

to be any shooting arous] bese?

“Bartin 10 bel™

“When™

“Purty aquick, I reckon™

“Hut what about?"”

“Wall'" e drawled, as he pointed dowa

the street, “d'ye wee that onery hawg wal

lerin® In the ol down thar?”

*¥es 1 sve a bog."

*“He belongs to Bam Battesson., the coop-
er, and Bamy feels mighty tender to-ards
that hawg since his wife died.” Now,
then, Jd'Fe sete that pessy dawg op the
stteet by that shude treel™

Yes, [ see Lim."

“He belongs to Joe Btivers, the harness-
maker: amd Joe thinks so much of Bim that
he miakes hig children sleep on the floh Lhat
the dawg may inve a feather bed all to his-
self. In about five misutes that pesky
dawg will see thit onery hawyg and tharll
be o Tow."™

“The dog will piteh Into the hog, you
mesn™”

“Bartin to."

“And then—"

“And then 8am Batterson will piteh inter
the dawyz, and Joe Stivers will pltch inter
Bam DBatterson, and the fost Lhins yo'
wmow the hall town wiil be pitghin’ inter
¢ach other, As I rald befo’, yu'd better
keep Yo'r eyes on that deah onlesss yo'
want Lo mix in.™

“Bat Judige, why ehould a Hule scrap
between a dog and Log lesd 10—

“Thar godes the pesky daowg!™ exclaimed
the judge, as he sPpmng up amd started
down 1the steps, drawing tus plsiol as be

| went

I made for the door arid the stairway and
reached my room.  The shooting opemed
Uvely nund was well sustained for about
ten minutes When it appeared to be over ]
descended to the verntuls. The Judge was
Just comitng up the steps from the Strect
He bad bis hot in his hand, and there wis
biotd on his cheek whers a bulley bad
grazed it

“Wall, it's all over il next timel™
remarked, as he gat down and e 1ined
lis pistol to sce BOw mwany canridges were
left in the exlinder

vAnrhody killed? T asked

“(me of 1o, | reckon. and three or fonr
burt, but it don‘t begin to be as lively as
usuyal. Thy Deaky dawe was 2hot, hoWEver,
and pew Joo Btlvers will be layin' fur Eam

Ltiorson +¥ery day in the year, and thar ik
be no end of public enthooslasm!™ —Dytrult
ree-Pross
——l @ P
Tt Set Him Thinking.

“I want to thank you. doctor,” &
Cawker 4 Rev. Dr, Thindly, “lor
mirnhle o on 1he

“1 am
the munis

- = | L3

the oiber.”

=1 lige to have ottentive and thoughtf
henrere. and it mived me great plessars
hear you + that it minde you think, Mre

Cawker.” T thie tminister
»“Well, T ean b tly say thatit did, doe-
tor. By the way, there i one guestion [

wapted to ask ahoot that sermon

“@Gn on, Mr. Cawker.”

“Which Ede of the guestlon
favor?"—New York San.

-—_—
Why He Ddn't Carch Fish.

A ruiner in the North of Enginnd went to
fish one day. He had no rod. so he let out
nis line aml septed himself on the snde of the
diek. Now his was very stout amnd was
afrid to look down at Lis line for fear of
overbalabciog hinself, so he kept fishing
away for over two hours without success
when some et cnnke alang in 2 hoat. -

“Any hitesT™ asked one of the men

“No," answersd the miner, ‘Dot yop™

“xar,” replicd the boostman, laughing,
**you won't get any U you let your line
down farther. or the fishes got a step-ladder
to climub up 1o Four hook.™

He hnd been rishine all the time with his
line about a yard out of the water —FPien
aon's Weekly,

e
Bob's Puozzle. -
“Hob White' sits up on the old rafl feac

And whistles his morniog lay,

While the tenderfoot hutiter he hies him
Lhenoe,
And hastily blazes away.

do yoa

*Bob White™ flits not—bat be cries, “ak
el

It Is vertainly passing yueer;

By the life of my soul. "Lis o puzzle ta me

Why the hunter baih kifhal the steesl™

S —
Dirive It Off.
Brave is his keart who hath o ming—
Through gond ur il—at rest—
For car=, a= thou wilt surels Cind,
A roward s, nt bhest.
—Cleveland Plain-Dealer,
— —

* He Did.

“We are slaves of custom!'™ ghrieked the
reformer, as he gared ad the contentad gird
in the bloomers,

And echo sofily answered: “Cuss'y "emi™
—{ievelamd Plain-Dealer.

— - ——
The Highest Commendntion.

Y witl take some of (bis mnilerial—bay
will it wear well?

“Oh. It s Indestructibie—untearable-
everlasting—1t will wear Wl you pay for i
—Unsere Goesellschaflt.

—————
Totnl Depravity.

Wickwire—That kid across the strees
muss bhe a perfect Tiend.,

Mrs Witkwire—Why, he seems (o Ue one
of the oleest 1ittde boys [ ever saw

“No o= ta (el Bie what he seems to be.
1 actaally saw lils own grasdawther giving
him a Heking the other dny,” —Indinuapolly
Journail.

el W O ——
An Oversight.
T fancy, Justine. that wy cofres Is moch
stronger 1o-dny than usonl’™™
“Prease, sif, T must bave made a mis-
take amd broaght you Lhe servants’ coffee.
—=L'Evemtment.
-
Xot S0 Expensive Aflter AlL
A-—-When Icome to reckonup what I have
to pay for my shooting leense and flre-
arms, the sujis of clothes and Ioots I
wear ount, and the peglect of my Dusiness,
every hare I shioot cosis me thirly marks.
B—In that inse how lucky it 8 yog
shoot so few. —Humoristische Blatter.
—_— - .
1n Doulbt.
“Do sou upderstand French. Jack?™
askett an Alegheny.young man of his chum.
A littio."t
“Then perhaps You ¢an heip me. Miss
Northisdde told me last night that | was
non persona gratn, and I would hke (o
know what sort ol 8 tompliment Hht"lul'uh‘
tn bestow opot me " —Pltsburg Clrooi-
cle-Telegraph.
i
The Retort Courteons.
She—Yon viper!
He, gallandy—Yoa soakecharmeri—-I

Gnzzettino.

-
v Modern.
Professor—Miss Kitty, 1l us aboat the
Vemas de Milo—ie she antigne or modern?
Miss Kitty—Modern, I thiok. SheTlouks
as if she had just been run over by a trok
ley car.—Puck.

- ——
Unfortonnte.

Toto (in tearsi—Bogroonat

Popa—Waat's the matter with that boy

wiw?
Toto—0Oh, pat T"ve l'nlln-rﬁ one of the
cartridges of your revoiver. 3
Papt—Yon litle wretch! And T can’t
‘even give you o thrashing mt_&-u.r of ex-

ploding the cartridge.—Londun Globe.




